STEAMER   VOYAGE

is a large, white open boat with one of those queer
rhomboidal sails, the boom of which is placed
high enough on the mast to enable men to Stand
upright under it and row. It approaches, out of
vagueness and nonentity, and becomes a sharp
reality. Voices of the men in it. It swishes by
at a great pace, swerves, and makes the little
harbour in first-class Style. The lake is now an
expanse of ripples, and the wind, penetrating your
thin clothes, cools you.

San Vigltio.

A red flag, hung at the end of the south mole of
the doll's harbour of San Vigilio, warned the
Steamer to Stop. She stopped outside the harbour;
if she had tried to enter it, small though she was,
she would have either burst it or buckled up.
We went on board. Not a very clean steamer,
but we had her pra&ically to ourselves. The
most important other passenger was a cow, tethered
to the stem. No formalities about tickets. A
man who might have been a sailor or a milkman
strolled along presently, and asked whether we
would like tickets. I said we would. I said also
that we would like the awning spread, this being
the hottest part of the day, and the downpour of
heat and shine being tremendous. The awning
was at once spread. I also said I should like some
coffee. The surprising thing was, not that the
coffee should be supplied, but that it should be
drinkable. Indeed the coffee was excellent.